A    LO ND ON    YEAR

the' west-end'. It was the fashion to live in London.
Out of this brilliant, idle, amusing society grew the
London Season.

Now times have changed. Commerce is no
longer a disgrace. No particular splendour sur-
rounds the soldier, and the Navy becomes less and
less a career. Men of birth are, like their Eliza-
bethan and Stuart ancestors, glad to be back in the
City.

Still, there is a faint Georgian flavour about the
Season. There are no routs. But there is Ranelagh.
There is no Princess Pocahontas, but there are any
number of long-haired curiosities in drawing-rooms;
the opera still retains some part of its prestige; Ascot
is still, perhaps, a pretty good imitation of affairs
which our ancestors managed much better at Vaux-
hall; and, most significant of all, there are horses.

The horses that come to London from all parts of
England to compete in the annual shows give us the
clue that we have inherited our social minuet from
an age of candle-light.
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